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compartment—grey-headed, massive, thumbs at his
trouser seams,
"Sit down," said the doctor, "Let's talk unofficially,
as man to man. Sit down. Sit down."
Kostritsyn seated himself.
"Well?" said the doctor. "What's your complaint?"
Kostritsyn coughed into his hand.
"Comrade Commandant," he said, "you're not a
young man, either, put yourself in my place. There's not
a man on earth who wouldn't grind his teeth."
"Yes," said the doctor, "of course it's like a panto*
mime—those chickens, I mean. But you know, fresh eggs
are good for the wounded. Very good for them."
The train slowed down, they wrere approaching a
station. It halted, but the next moment there was a
whistle, and the wheels began rumbling again. ...
"Comrade Commandant," said Kostritsyn again.
"I didn't volunteer in order to keep chickens. I thought
a hospital train was a military job. And now, look at me.
if you please!"
"They told me," said the doctor with innocent
flattery, "that you were an expert in agricultural matters,
that it was your hobby."
Kostritsyn nodded.
"That's right. Fve known all about it since I was a
child. We all went in for it at the settlement. I used to
keep a goat at home. But it's one thing there, and another
thing here. I wouldn't mind pigs—they're in the luggage
van. Nobody can see them. ... All on the quiet. ... None
of those smiles and giggles. ... But chickens, damn them!
Everybody can see them!"
"Ah, Kostritsyn," said the doctor, sighing, "all that's
so trivial. ... The day'll come when we'll be eating them
with white sauce, ..."
Kostritsyn was not listening.
"They have to be let out, don't they? Live-stock can't
be kept in cages all the time. ... I let them out wherever
it's possible. They wander off. ... scatter, three hundred
yards from the train. If you ask the girls to watch them—

